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Slash winced as he felt the others teeth hard on his neck. But he returned that immediately with a squeeze of 
the others ass. He turned around as his trousers got opened by quick hands and he tried to get some breath 
as his lips weren't currently pressed against others. Although he already missed them so he turned around to 
capture them again and get the lovely taste of cigarettes and vodka and something else he couldn't describe. 


Duff let out his first little moan as he strongly tugged at his blonde hair after deepening the kiss again. The 
blonde now pushed them back against the little sink that was in the room. 
As Slash felt the cold material pressed against his bare back he recalled where he was and with whom. 


It started out as a typical night for him, playing in a shabby bar to earn a few dollars or even just free beer. 
But his audience was different tonight, or better one guy in the audience. This fucking tall, sexy punk god. When 
he'd seen the guy all he wanted to do, was to lay down his guitar and go to him. He saw those dark shadowed 

eyes fixing him and felt totally naked under their gaze. ‘You can have that he thought about the stranger, ‘If | 


can see you naked too..' He didn't care that it was a guy. Slash wasn't gay or straight he just went with what 
was sexy for him. And it seemed the same for Duff, so was the strangers name as he'd found out about IO 


minutes ago. 


Slash wasn't even 2 steps off the stage as the blonde had already pushed a bottle of beer in his hand and 
said: "Hi I'm Duff. You play incredible!” They didn't talk much more for they both already knew what they 


wanted from each other. 


Feeling he didn't even want to wait as long as it took them to his place he told his new acquaintance about 
some empty, unused rooms in the back of the bar. He hadn't even time to put down his beer so quick took 
Duff his hand and pulled him to those hide-aways. And as soon as they were in the little room he didn't even 
bother asking anything more but just to kiss him longingly. 


The same way he bothered now to push Slash's trousers down until this helped him to finally free his semi 
hard-on, Pale slender fingers closed around it and quickly turned it into a full hard-on which paired with louder 
growing moans of the curl head. He had his eyes closed in pleasure but then remembered that he might start 
to give it back and as he looked, Duff had already took his job of opening his pants. 


Grinning up to him he kneeled down to gently close his lips around his manhood. "Aaaahhhh fuck yeah! Ohhh 
Slash.." he heard the groaned encouragement and quickened his motions. But not for long as Duff tugged at his 
hair to signal him to stand up again and quickly kissing him before he turned him around. Stroking aside the 
dark curls he was kissing down his neck and upper back, shoulders and arms, while one hand had his ass in a 


hard grip. 


Gently pushing his upper body forth a bit Duff didn't wait any longer to thrust inside the other. Their loud 


moans came in unison this time and Slash's became more frequent as Duff picked up his pace. 


From the moment on he had stepped into this bar and had seen this guy playing guitar, all he wanted, was to 
fuck him. Duff had never seen someone with such talent on the instrument and also no one with that look. 
That mysterious, a bit shy but also incredible sexy look. Seeing that guy now panting because he was in him, 
moaning because he touched him, he felt he was coming much too fast. 


His lips were on Slash's neck again as he mumbled against it: "Fuck. l'm.. | can't... | can't any longer..." The other 
hadn't heard him, captured in his own world of pleasure, but what he felt then was Duff emptying himself into 
him and pumping him hard again. 

Hardly holding onto the sink to steady himself Slash couldn't hold it any longer too and screamed out his 


pleasure. 


Duff was still resting his head on Slash's shoulder as both tried to recover some breath. Finally, as he could 
speak again, the darker one suggested: "There must be some cigarettes in my pants. Want one?" Duff was 
looking for his own as well: "A fag would be brilliant now." Still ordering their clothes Slash lit the cigarettes and 


leant back against the wall, smiling. 


Suddenly remembering who he was with Duff asked: "Are you in a band actually?" Slash looked at him, dark 
hair covering half of his face again: "No, although | want. But haven't found the right one yet. Y'know it has to 
be the right feeling and all." Duff smiled: "I know exactly what you mean. l'm bassist in a band but we're still 
looking for a lead guitarist. | think you'd be perfect for that part" 


Slash considered it shortly before he said: "Don't take me wrong man, thank you for the offer but | must 
reject. Its not that | regret what just happened here, it was amazing, but I'm not really that guy to mix 
private and working live." 


Duff was a bit surprised by the sting in his heart he felt after those words, even though he knew they were 
true. He didn't really want to have a bandmate he wanted to fuck all the time, but playing with a guy like Slash 
in a band would be amazing he thought. 

He blew out the smoke: "You're right. It may be a bit awkward.. But hey, want another beer?" 

Slash grinned back: "Always." 
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He could feel the shop-owners eyes resting upon him as he tried to play a new riff on one of the shop's 
guitars. Slash could never afford any of the instruments here, but he came in nonetheless, just to hold them, 


play them and dream that one day he might be able to own one. 


Then he heard his friends shout: "Slash! There you are man. | have good news!” Steven was one of his few 
genuine friends here in Los Angeles. Even though the fluff head was drunk or on other drugs nearly every day 
and seemingly always super-excited, he knew he could trust him. And he was and amazing drummer who 
played with all his heart and had the same dream of an own band as the guitarist. 


He looked up: "What is it Steven?" He seemed too excited to sit down: "I found a band! | mean a band for us. 
They're looking for a lead guitarist and a drummer. Isn't that a coincident?! Do you remember the singer of 
Hollywood Rose? Its him and some fucking tall bassist and that other guitarist with a girl's name. Wait it was 
Lizzy, or Mizzy or something like that.. Anyway they're all really good and we should come by right now. So 


come on Slash!" 


That chuckled: "Fuck, take a breath man. And now calm down l'm coming, alright. So where do we go? And how 
did you meet them?" Steven helped him put back the guitar and explained: "Oh | met the bassist after he 
played with another band in which he's the drummer. But he really wants to play with the other two guys so 


he asked me if | know any good guitarists." 


They had left the store by now and Steven led them down the streets. Slash pulled out his sunglasses before 
he asked: "Okay and where are we going now?" 


"To their practice room. It's not far from here." 


The place where his friend led him looked more like an old little shack, but he didn't care about something like 
that. The singer was indeed the one from Hollywood Rose, like Steven had told him, and Slash had always wished 
to play at least one time with him. 


The redhead greeted them as they entered the small room: "Oh hi Steven. Didn't think you'd be back so quickly. 
So that's the famous guitarist.." Fierce green eyes scanned him interested as Steven pushed him further into 


the room. 


"Hi uhm Steven didn't let me go home so | haven't brought a guitar." Slash mumbled shyly. "Oh you can play 
on one of Izzy's for now. Right Iz?" he turned around to the other guy in the room. The black haired one didn't 
look too happy about it but handed over the instrument anyway. 


His suspicious look didn't leave until Slash started playing. Just some of his favorite riffs, as Axl had told him. 
Steven had positioned himself already behind the drum kit and now started to play with his mate as the smiles 
on the other two faces grew bigger. The old friends looked at each other, nodded and then started their first 


jam with their new band mates. 


After they finished the song Steven jumped up straight away: "So? What do you think?" Axl's eyes flashed 
from Steven to Slash and back: "Well we still have to wait for Duff, but | think we have a band..." 


Happily he punched the air: "Fuck yeah! | mean we sound just right together! Right Slash?" This smiled at the 
other: "Absolutely right Fucker." He also cracked a smile at Axl and Izzy as the door banged open and the 


missing musician walked in. 


"Duff. There you are." Axl announced, "Take your bass. We found our guys. Steven you already know right, and 
that's Slash, the lead guitarist." 


Duff quickly closed the jaw he'd dropped as he had seen his one-night-stand standing there between his 


friends. He walked over to his bass and asked again: "So uhm.. you guys wanna play with us yeah?" 


Now Slash didn't know anymore. Just seconds ago, before the blonde god had walked in, he was absolutely sure 
that this would be his band. He already knew that he loved playing with Steven, and hearing Axl singing just so 
personal was so special.. and Izzy's rhythm and his were just the same, so yeah of course if he wanted to be 
successful with a band it would've been this one. But to play in a band with a guy he'd already fucked and 
maybe wanted to repeat it, was something else... Fuck it, this is Rock N! Roll right? He thought and looked Duff 
straight in the eyes: "Yeah you guys sound great. | mean | haven't heard you yet, but the others are 
promising.” As they played with the bassist he didn't disappoint him either so it was a deal. Every single one of 
the five felt this moment was the birth of something big which they had to celebrate with some booze. They 
went to the nearest bar and Duff was the quickest to get two beers. 


One he pushed into Slash's hand who leant against the bar: "Want a beer?" He just grinned at him and took a 
sip. Duff took one too: "You know, | think this is gonna be fun" Slash chuckled slightly: "It definitively could be 
yeah." 
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No matter how hard he tried, and even though they were practicing nearly every day, Duff couldn't get a 
moment alone with Slash. Is this Fucker avoiding me? He asked himself. Since the first night they were out 
together as a band, Slash had always taken care that at least one other guy was in the same room as them. 


But that didn't stop Duff thinking about him. 
And certainly not watching him. 


Watching that guy playing his instrument was nearly as sexual as watching him stripping. Okay no, he thought, 
having him strip would be 100 times better, but still.. He had started to notice all the little hidden moves in 
Slash's play, like the proud smiles at each ending of a song, he adored the most. But seeing those hands just 
playing with his guitar and not with his body nearly drove him mad so he had to act soon he decided. 


Being part of a new band wasn't at all like Slash had expected it. Not just that playing with those incredible 
musicians was so much better than he ever could've imagined, but he was also trying to not lust too much 
over one of his band mates. As he saw Duff playing the first time he'd already realized it wouldn't be easy 
but now as he spent more and more time with him it grew just more difficult. He took great care to never be 


all alone with Duff when all he wanted to, was exactly that. He just wanted to kiss those soft lips and feel that 


pale skin under his hands again. 


Lost in his thoughts as he packed up and put away his guitar, Slash didn't notice as his friends all left the 
practice room to head to a close pub. As he looked up he saw himself confronted with Duff who asked him: 


"Are you avoiding me Slash?" 


‘Shit. How did | not notice that we're the only ones left... he thought but stumbled: "No.. uhm why d'you think?" 
Duff had stepped closer: "This is the first time the two of us are alone since the first time we met.." "Uhm... 
uh really?" Slash tried to get around Duff and somehow out of this situation The other grew a bit impatient 
now: "Stop playing games Slash. Why are you avoiding me? | thought we can act about that like adults." Slash 
took a deep breath: "I really wanna play in this band okay. | think we can make it and | love playing with you 
guys. But we can't.. What d'you want Duff? Do you want a fucking relationship? Or do you just want sex? Or 
what the fuck do you want from me?" 

Duff's face was serious now: "I also wanna play in this band. It's the first time that | really think we can make 
it. And that's my dream, to be famous with my own music. Ohh but then there are you Slash. You act oh so 
innocent but driving me crazy the whole fucking day. Playing your guitar as if you were making love to it. 
Cracking smiles when you don't realize that everybody falls in love with ‘em. Stroking your hair back just to 
show those dark eyes where everybody wants to drown in. Chewing those full lips just to bring my focus to 
‘em to start my dirty thoughts again. Wearing those tight pants where | can-" He couldn't talk any further as 


he was cut off by Slash's lips pressed against his own. 


They stumbled back until Duffs back hit the wall and he started kissing back longingly. Fighting for dominance 
they fell to the floor where Duff could roll on top. Pulling out of the kiss he grinned at Slash: "Well that was 
easy." "Shut up and kiss me." He groaned as he pulled him down at his blonde hair. 

It didn't take him long to slid his hands underneath Duff's shirt either, just as that started nibbling his neck. 
His mouth stopped by the edge of Slash's shirt, Duff didn't take the time to carefully unbutton it so he just 
ripped it open, happily gazing at the dark chest now bare to him. Slowly kissing further down he had already 
one hand between the others legs who started to moan softly now. Quickly having him fully stripped, Duff 
started to work on the guitarists beautiful body as he'd dreamed over the last few days. 


Gently Slash pulled him up again to capture his mouth in a long lustful kiss that just increased their arousal. 
Not caring anymore that they were making out on the floor of their new bands practice room and any of the 


guys could walk in any moment Slash also pulled down Duff's trousers. 


He wanted to kiss every fucking bit of Duff and if someone would walk in on them so what? This here was the 
best thing he ever had sexually. It didn't take him long at all to bring Duff close to his climax as his moans 
would tell him. Then, tugging hard at those black curls, groaning loudly, Duff came just by Slash's hands. 
Grinning proudly this was still kissing his neck as the still panting one already started to pump his precious 
parts again Using hands and mouth the bassist was quickly successful and gently kissed his lips again just in 
the last second of his orgasm. 


Both lying on their backs, half naked, Duff looked at the darker one: "So are you gonna play games for the next 
week, or will we sooner have mind blowing sex again?" Slash chuckled: "Oh shut up, will ya?!" The blonde rolled 
around so his head was above Slash's: "Seriously now." He left a soft kiss on one cheek, "You know what | want." 
Another soft kiss on the other cheek, "Your orgasm totally showed what you want" The last kiss was on his 
mouth, "So just what can | expect? Do | have to hunt that sexy ass of yours or will you give it to me with 


pleasure?" 


"| won't play ‘Hide and Seek’ anymore if that's what you mean, But | won't promise anything either." Slash 
announced. Duff smiled and pushed himself up: "That's all | wanted to hear." Quickly ordering his cloths he 
watched him doing the same. Fully clothed again Slash reckoned: "The others might wonder where we are. You 
coming to the bar?" Duff smiled back: "Sure. Who knows maybe | get you drunk enough and we have another 
round tonight..." 
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„Are you coming to the other club?" Steven asked the other blonde. The five friends were out together and 
chatting with some girls who asked them now to come to another club with them. "Oh uhm.. where is Slash 
actually?", Duff wanted to know first. Steven smiled a bit excusingly: "Still on the toilets. That fucker just had 
too much tonight” "Oh I'll stay with him then", Duff decided, "Someone has to bring that poor devil home." The 


drummer smiled back and left with the others. 


Entering the bars toilets he found his friend sitting on the dirty floor, with a bottle of whiskey in one hand and 
a cold cigarette in his other. Duff knelt down in front of him and brushed the dark locks out of his eyes so he 
could see him: "C'mon now rockstar. Time to go home.” Slash immediately pushed his hand away and shielded his 


eyes against the bathroom light but still let his friend help him up. 


They entered the main room of the bar and he asked: "Where are the others?"Duff explained: "They went to 
another bar with the girls." The stepped out into the night's fresh air and Slash looked at him puzzled: "And 
you didn't go with them? Why?" "Well someone had to look to get you home safely right?" Duff wasn't exactly 
sure himself why he chose to bring his drunk band mate home, over enjoying more of the night with some 
sexy chicks. But over the last few weeks he really came to care about Slash and he suddenly realized that 
wasn't just about the sex. 


His friend looked up to him: "Man. that's really nice Fucker but l'm really not up for anything tonight. I'm just 
too fucking drunk" The blonde chuckled: "Don't worry I'll just see that you're safe back in your bed, nothing 
more.. Well maybe a good-night-kiss." Both laughed, Slash letting himself steady and guide by Duff. 


Since they were in one band now Slash, Duff and Steven had moved in together, just Axl and Izzy had kept 
their old apartment. Duff went into the guitarists room and helped him undress until he could finally fall into 
his bed. Slash raised his sleepy eyes: "I thought | get a good-night-kiss?" Duff laughed but crawled on the bed 
beside him and gently kissed the full lips. The curly head looked so happy, and even happier as he snuggled up 
closer and rested his head in the crook of Duff's shoulder and neck. This chuckled a bit and soon heard how his 
friend's breaths got steadier. 


Did this guy really just fell asleep, all snuggled up against me? The bassist had to ask himself. Slowly a smile 
appear on the blonde's face, this wasn't such a bad ending for the night either he thought. Sure he hadn't had 


any sex, but this.. this was more. 


When Slash woke the next morning with a bounding headache he found himself half covered with a blanket and 
half with Duff. The man had also slept in his bed and moved during sleep so his head was now resting on his 


stomach and an arm tightly around his waist. Slash smiled as he remembered how sweet the bassist had been 
last night and suddenly felt a new sensation in his stomach. Maybe it was the sight of the peacefully sleeping 
blonde, or just the big amount of alcohol he had drunk last night he didn't know. 


Gently he started playing with the others hair as this slowly woke up as well. He cracked a smile at him: "Well 
good morning sir. Had a good night last night huh?" Slash smiled back: "Too good yeah. Thanks again for bringing 
me home. You really didn't have to do it though." 


Duff lifted his head now: "Ah c'mon it's nothing. Everybody would've done it." "Steven didn't do it. He went with 
the girls.." Slash remembered him. "Well" Duff just shrugged, "Seems like I'm the better person then" He 
obviously didn't wanna state anything about last night so the guitarist just left the topic: “Alright then but | 
owe you at least a breakfast for that 


Duff smiled grateful: "That'd be most welcome though." 


They hadn't anything useful for a breakfast in the apartment so they decided to go to a diner. Just in the 
staircase they met their drummer. He wore a big grin: "Heyl! You alright guys? Where are you going?" "Going 
for breakfast", Slash mumbled, "I owe it to Duff" Steven turned around at once: "Oh l'm coming with you then, 
| hadn't had anything to eat yet. And | had a lot of exercise the whole night, if you know what | mean." Slash 
and Duff both laughed and the guitarist nudged him as they left the building, 


In the afternoon, after everybody had sobered up again, they met for band practice. 


"You look hot in those pants", Duff whispered into his ear as he strode past him to join in with Axl and Izzy 
for the refrain. Slash had to concentrate very hard now to not miss a note of the song. Duff shot a cheeky 
grin back to him and he lowered his eyes again, not daring to look at the bassist again. If anyone should ever 
be able to distract him from playing his guitar, it must be Duff with his god damn gorgeous smile. 


“Alright, IO minutes break guys.", Axl panted as he pushed a hand through his long, red hair. 


Slash wandered over to Steven who offered him a beer but with the memories of last night Slash had to deny. 
They looked at the fellow musicians and Steven meant: "We're a pretty cool band aren't we? | mean, what do 
you think of these guys?" Slash considered them all for a moment. Duff just lightening Izzy's cigarette who 
was still chuckling on a joke of his and Axl reading through some lyrics he had scribbled down the other night, 
crossing through this an that and writing it new. 


He smiled: "Yeah they are bloody brilliant” Steven nodded: "Yeah and | think they really like us too. | mean they 
all told me what an awesome guitarist you are." "Really?" The blonde nearly chuckle: "Yeah. Specially Duff told 
me the other night how fucking brilliant you are. He really likes you man. He also says that you're such a good 
guy and whatever not." Slash glanced over to Duff who was sucking at his cigarette, wondering what else he'd 
tell Steven. And if even the drummer knew, who else? He shook his head, no that was nonsense, Steven had 
just said he liked him as a band mate, nothing more. But his friend went on: "I mean the way he talks about 
you.. You could nearly think he's in love with you." The curlyhead forced himself to laugh with his friend 


although he felt his breast growing tighter. Shit, so they were too obvious. He fucking knew it from the 
beginning on, fucking a band mate and keeping it secret from the others would never work. But it was just sex 


they said, so he could finish it any moment; right? He wasn't so sure about that anymore. 
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wlash? Are you asleep?", Duff had entered his room. 
He lifted his head: Hmm?" ul wanted to go to the Alibi. You coming with me?", the bassist asked. 


It was a very tempting question indeed, for Slash was so fucking bored he'd had nothing better to do as to 
read old magazines. But going out with Duff.. no he said he'd stop that shit. The dark brown eyes glanced up 
through his thick mane of hair: "Naah man l'm kinda tired. Really not in the mood for going out tonight..” 


The hopeful look vanished off his friend's face: "Oh c'mon You weren't out with Stevie and me last night either! 
What's wrong with you?" "Just because I'm not out for a couple of nights mean there's something wrong with 
me?", he asked back. 


Duff grumbled but sat down on the bed now: "Well okay then.. | could also stay here and bear you company." 
He let his hand trail down from Slash's breast to his crotch but this stopped his moves: "Uh no Duff its okay. 
You go out and have a good night. I'm really tired you know." The blonde pulled back pouting and Slash needed all 
his strength to not reach out and pull him into a hug because he looked so fucking adorable with his big hazel 
eyes. The blonde stood up again: "Well, I'm not gonna beg." And before Slash could sooth him or say anything 


more he had already left the room. 


Alone again Slash hit his pillow angrily. He knew it was the right thing. He couldn't have a fling with a band 
mate.. then why was it so god damn hard?! 


He woke very slowly the next morning, or was it even real awaking? It must still be a dream, Slash thought. His 
bed felt too comfortable and warm this morning.. and there was another person in it. He was actually wrapped 


in the other persons arms, he slowly realized. 


He felt save there though, his nose filling with the smell of cigarettes and alcohol and a slight hint of sweat. It 
was a good smell, something he knew and felt comfortable around. He starting to stretch his limps, still feeling 
long arms embracing him, pressing him to a lean body. It feels just a bit to real for a dream, he thought again 


as he felt his face covered by hair which wasn't his. 


As he opened his eyes he finally realized this wasn't a dream but reality. But why the fuck then was Duff in 


his bed?! He pushed away a bit and saw, that the other man was also just wearing underpants. 


Shit, what if Steven would walk in and find them like that? Slowly, to not wake the sleeper, he turned around 


and tried to shift over to the edge of the bed. But he already felt a strong arm sliding around his waist, 
holding him back. "Hey, where d'you wanna go already?", a sleepy voice mumbled. "Uh, stand up..", he stated not 
turning around. 

But Duff's grip got stronger now, turning him back on his back and he swung himself onto him: "Oh don't stay 
up yet. We can't still have so much fun here.. in bed." He grinned broadly, drawing closer to plant a soft kiss 
on his lips. Slash pushed him up and tried to keep his stern look: "No.. Duff we can't. What d'you think happens 
if Steven walks in?" "Forget him. You and and | are here now", he was still fighting with him trying to break his 
defence. Slash kept resistant: "Why are you in my bed anyway?" The blonde even looked a bit puzzled now: 
"What, you don't wanna have me in your bed anymore? | just came home drunk, and the only thing | wanted to 


do was coming to you..” 


He could see in his eyes that he told the truth and that shocked him more. Duff hadn't gone home with 
anyone that night, or took someone home, no he had to come to him.. and shortly forgetting the band and all it 
was so fucking cute that Slash just wanted to kiss that man. 


But they still were in a band and shared a fucking apartment with their drummer. Very fiercely now he 
shoved Duff off of him: "You shouldn't have done that. | told ya | just wanted to sleep. If anyone wouldve 
walked in." "But nobody walked in. | don't see what your fucking problem is?!", Duff had risen his voice now. The 
guitarist had finally made it off the bed: "Yeah we were lucky. This time we were still lucky. But still." And 


quickly he left his room to leave Duff alone, looking after him with an expression of anger and hurt. 


Slash hated to see that look on his face. He didn't wanted to hurt Duff, that was the least he wanted to do.. 
But he had to accept that that just couldn't go on with them. They were already too close.. 


Duff was left on the bed and didn't wanna believe that Slash just did that. He knew himself it was risky, but he 
felt that wasn't Slash's real problem. 


But that confusion was nothing to the one he felt when he saw Slash entering the bar that evening. He thought 


the musician wouldn't come, like the last few days, but apparently Steven had finally managed to convince him. 


But his hopes soon started to vanish as the other musician wouldn't even met his eyes once. He was standing 
with him and the other guys yeah, but talking? No fucking way. He was talking with Izzy now and Duff thought, 
that game | can play as well you little Fucker. 


He scanned the bar room and soon spotted an attractive brunette who was even smiling in his direction. 
Ordering a new beer, he then walked over to the girl to offer her the beverage. If you'd asked him an hour 
later, Duff couldn't have told you anymore what they'd talked about, all he cared about, were the half-hidden 
glances Slash shot him from time to time. Maybe it was just his imagination because he wished so, but he 


really thought the other did look a bit jealous. 
But Slash soon turned the game around - or better, their fucking singer turned it. 


The redhead was now standing beside Slash, laughing loudly at his jokes and for Duff's taste patting his 


shoulder far too often. What the hell was going on? He was supposed to make Slash jealous! Not reversed! And 
that fuckhead even seemed to enjoy himself, toasting with Axl, putting an arm around his shoulders and all 
that crap. With Axl Slash didn't seem to care that their band mates were just beside them. Oh no that fucking 
singer could now pull closer and quickly kiss his cheek in the middle of the bar and that bastard even seemed 
to enjoy himself. He whispered something into his ear and Slash grinned and nodded. 


"Uhm I'm off now guys. Kinda tired tonight.. See ya tomorrow.’, Axl announced to Steven and Izzy. Slash 
declared that he was also down for tonight and together they left the bar, Axl a hand on Slash's back, saying 


something to make him chuckle again. 


The girl beside him was forgotten. Duff just wanted to get the fuck outta here. He knew it hurt him much 
more than it should, but still.. 

Storming into the cold air of the night he couldn't believe that Slash would do something like that. They weren't 
exclusive yeah, but acting like that.. He didn't fuck anyone, no he had to fuck their fucking lead singer. He just 


couldn't believe how his sweet Slash could do something like that, obviously on purpose.. 


Are you in a band 6 


Author's Notes: 
So here's my last part of this little story. | don't try to offend anyone and hope you'll like my writing :) 


Slash had regretted his actions as soon as he had left the bar. The look on Duff's face had nearly destroyed 
him, but he had to do it for the band he thought. And Axl had just seemed perfect that evening, being way 
more handsy than normally and all. The singer was indeed hot, there was something special when they were 
close and alone, but Slash didn't dare to do any more that night. All that fucked up stuff with Duff was 


complicated enough already. 


But however bad it would be, Slash had never expected that Duff would react like that. He didn't just not talk 
to him anymore, he just stared at him, the whole day with a hurt and angry look that nearly killed Slash. He 
really wasn't sure how long he would be able to stand that anymore when Steven entered the apartment with 


Izzy. 


‘Guys that dude from the Colosseum just called back and we should come by this afternoon", the guitarist 
announced. "Ah isn't that the place near the boulevard?", Slash wanted to know. Izzy nodded: "Exactly. Be a 
pretty big gig so.. Oh and Slash d'you know where Axl is? | haven't seen him since last night and you left 
together right?" 


Slash tried to ignore the dark look Duff shot him and shook his head: "I don't know where he is man. We left 
the bar together yeah, but then | went home and he said he'll head home too. So if he isn't in your place no 


idea where the fuck he is." 


This was actually the truth but he could see in the blonde's eyes that he didn’t believe him. Izzy sighted: "Ah 
fuck. If we miss that opportunity now we're fucked. Why does he have to choose just now to run off." Steven 


didn't see it so desperate: "Oh I'm sure he'll appear back in time. He wouldn't let the band down now, would he?!" 


Izzy looked at him long with one of his poker faces and then shrugged: "Dunno man. But we should go and 


practice anyway in case he will turn up.” 


And so they went, the bassist still ignoring Slash and the other two leaving to wonder what was wrong with 
the two friends that were normally whispering and joking all the time. 


Steven was just setting up his drums as Slash was near him: „Everything okay with you bro? You and Duff 
ignore each other totally.. | thought you're good with each other?" 


Shit, what the hell was he supposed to say now?! The guitarist shrugged: „Yeah uhm everything's fine. Y'know 
just.. just fight over a girl we both wanted and shit. Nothing big." Steven nodded: „Ahh man down let a chick do 


that to ya. Just talk to him man, l'm sure you can fix it" „Yeah... yeah will do that." Slash answered, but did he 
really wanted to he thought? How could he fix their relationship or whatever that was if they couldn't even be 


in a relationship? 


But as the day went on he realized that he had to do something, because not talking to Duff was just no 
option. He was a bit surprised by how much he already missed joking with the other musician, their little 
insider laughs and the hidden glances and all. 


So as they left the practice room to get to their van he caught the others arm and softly said: „Duff" But 
that just ripped himself free off his grip and stormed out of the room. 


He just couldn't stand Slash right now. Did that guy really think he could act like that and everything would stil 


be fine. No fucking way asshole, not with me. 


They arrived at the location still with no sign of Axl. „Where the hell is our fucking singer now?" Duff asked 
Izzy as if he would have and answer. «Why do you asked me? I'm not his fucking mum. | don't know where he 
is. We'll wait 5 more minutes and then we have to go in", he decided. Steven looked alarmed: „Without Axl?" 


Izzy sighted: „Yes Steven without Axl. We can't just not show up at all. And if that bloody redhead won't show 


up soon I'll kick his fucking ass." 


They waited in vain and angry grumbling some words about „Fucking Billy.. Letting me down again.. Fuck him.. 
Izzy went to tell the manager of the bar that they couldn't play today. The mood was below zero as they 
drove back and Izzy didn't even wait for a good-bye as he set the three of them off at their apartment. He 


just drove off, leaving them wondering if he was looking for Axl now and what he would do to him then. 


The guys were in no mood to talk to each other now so Slash went straight away to his room. Duff wanted to 
do the same, but as he went by Slash's Steven suddenly came up and pushed him inside the room, closing the 


door behind him and even locking it. 


Slash had turned at the bang of the door and looked now surprised at the blonde who looked equally surprised 
but now turned around rangy: „Steven - what the fuck was that?" „lt was a shit enough day already without 
you two fighting. You gonna talk about that shit now and then be done with it. I'm gonna buy something to 
drink now and when I'm back | wanna see my two buddies happy again", the drummer shouted through the 


door and they heard how he really left the flat. 


Duff tried to open the door and growled: „Why the hell is the key of your room on the outside?" „How should | 
know." Duff turned around angry: alts your room Fuckhead. And what did you tell him? Weren't you all about 
‘Ohh we have o be careful, Steven could catch us.?!" 

„| didn't tell him anything", Slash growled back, „l just told him we're fighting over a girl" Duff stared at him 
for some silent moment and then turned away again, strolling over to the window. Shah's voice was more 
gentle now: „Duff can we please talk now? We're locked up here anyway so it's the best we talk about that 
shit" 


„Oh what you wanna tell me how our glorious lead-singer is in bed?" Duff snared now slowly drawing closer 
again: „Did you make him scream like he does on stage? Did you make his back ache? Did he tug on your hair 
Slash? Did he kiss you on your neck like you love it? C'mon tell me. Was is as good fucking him as it was 
fucking me?" 


„Stop itl", Slash screamed, you could hear he was close to tears, „| already told you we didn't fuck. We didn't 
even kiss. There was nothing, okay. | never wanted to sleep with him. | just wanted to. wanted to distract 


myself" 


Duff looked puzzled now: „Distract yourself?" Slash didn't answer straight away so he asked again: „Distract 
from what?" Slash bit on his lip how he always did when he didn't wanted to say something: „From you, okay." 


Now the bassist looked really surprised: „From me? But.. you didn't even wanna have sex anymore so.. what?" 


It was never just sex. If you're honest it wasn't. No Duff you're way too.. | could never have just sex with 
you. You're too special, alright Fucker. Are you happy now? You're too special too me for just sex, and | could 
never hurt you like that, that | would sleep with Axl. You with all you goddamn heavenly looks and your 
gorgeous smile and your.. just you're you and.. | can't fall in love with a band mate so | fucking distract 


myself." 


To his utter astonishment Duff could see tears running down the half from hair covered face and he quickly 
stepped closer and gently wiped them away. Slash wanted to pull back, but he held him, still stroking his hair 
back and caressing his cheek: „ls that true? All you just said, that's the truth?" Slash gulped and just nodded. 


And now to his big surprise the blonde laughed and gently kissed his lips: „Oh fuck we should've really talked 
sooner." The dark was totally perplex: «What?" 


Duff still chuckled: „You're right Slash. It was never just sex. None could just fuck you and not fall completely 
in love with you." 


It took him some moments to understand and his grin broadened: „You're fucking with me now, aren't you?" 
„l'm not. Not at all" And Duff laughed again and pulled him into another kiss. „Wait" Slash suddenly remembered, 
„What if Stevie comes back?" Half annoying, half laughing Duff already pulled him to the bed: „Oh shut the fuck 
up Slash." 


